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I NEED HEuP, SOVS. WHAT WITH THIS ELECTION AND ALL 
THE HUSTLING GOING ON, I'M KEPT 50 BUSV THAT I JU5T 
DON'T GET A CHANCE TO SET OUT AND CIND OUT THE 

NEWS. AND THERE'S SOME MIGHTY i 

FUNNY DEALING GOING ON — 
MARK MY WORDS.' 
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THET'S THUH HOMBRE I J 
HAD A SCRAP r 
WITH IN THUH 
NEWSPAPER 
OFFICE TO- 
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SNOOPIN' , 
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Y/hEN THE 

american revolution 
exploded its shot 
heard ROUND W 

world, the staunch 
i men 0? tub frontier, 
1 fed up with tub 
tyranny of the king 
aw mis governors, 
rallied to the 
cause. fighters we 
dan brand and his 

INDIAN FRIEND, VPl, 
KffflF IMPORTANT 
LEADERS IN THE 
GUERILLA WARFARE 
OF THE WILDS. ITS 
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fl COME SECRETLY FROM BOSTON TO TELL 
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THE brown and white steer lay helpless as 
the red-hot brand swooped down on its 
flank. Deftly, the man with the tiny scar on 
his jaw made three moves with the straight 
iron, changing the KT brand into the Lad- 
dered Diamond. He studied his work for a 
moment, nodded his satisfaction, and was ris- 
ing to his feet when the .44-40 bullet dug a 
hole between his spurred boots. 

The man swore and dove for his pony. He 
could see the rifleman with the smoking rifle 
running across the hogback ridge, framed 
against the blue sky as he lifted his rifle and 
threw it to his shoulder The man dropped the 
brand and clawed frantically at his Colt. The 
sharpshooter fired again The man who had 
been changing brands opened his eyes and 
clung desperately to a slowly widening red 
stain on his blue shirt He toppled backwards. 

Ken Talley came forward carefully, auto- 
matically ejecting a shell from the chamber, 
levering another shell into the barrel. His 
tanned face was hard, set in flat planes in 
which his blue eyes burned like sapphire flame. 

"Caught one of 'em at last," he said through 
tight lips. 

He came to stand over the fallen man. Many 
men ran straight irons out where the grassy 
plains of the Feather River range stretched 
between the big black bluffs of the Mogul 
Rim and the cold, fast-flowing waters of the 
Feather. But tbis was the first time young 
Ken Talley had caught a man with the iron 
in his hand. 

He turned the man over and grunted when 
be saw his face. "Ben Kimmel! One of Draw 
Deegan's boys!" 

Talley blinked carefully against the breeze 
that stirred the grama grass. Draw Deegan 
was a power in the Rim. He had two guns, 
and he knew how to use them. A small rancher 
like Ken Talley could not' hope to stand 
against him or the bunch that rode under his 
Crosspatch brand. If he should complain to 
Deegan, Deegan would find a way to make 
him go for his gun. And Talley knew he was 
no match for the gunman with Colts in his 
hands! 

Talley cut the steer free, studying the Lad- 
dered Diamond. Deegan's too smart to use his 



own brand, he thought. But somewhere in the 
breaks north of the Mogul Rim, he probably 
has a Laddered Diamond herd, all set to move? - 
As he went across the rolling grassland, head 
down, Talley took up in his mind the brands 
of his neighbors Luke Parker's Three T 
brand. Monk Groome's T Diamond. All those 
brands, including his own KT brand, could 
easily be changed into Deegan's Laddered 
Diamond mark. 

He moved up into his fifty-dollar Cheyenne 
saddle and toed his little pinto to a run. He 
could not fight Deegan and his gunslicks — 
but he was not going to sit by and let Deegan 
run off his steers and eventually force him off 
his ranch! 

Talley was in the general store in Hardknot 
the next morning when the trouble broke. As 
Talley put his arms around the big box of 
groceries, the voice came from the doorway. 
It was a cold voice, hard and grim, colored 
with a sneer. 

"We found Kimmel early this morning. 
Talley. Somebody shot him. We saw your 
pony's tracks all around We figgered you'd 
know about it." 

Talley turned slowly. One hand was tightly 
clenched. He felt, his eyes drawn to the tightly 
smiling face of the man in the doorway. It 
was big Herb Loover standing there — almost 
as good a man with a Colt as Deegan. 

"I know about him. I caught him running a 
straight iron on my stock. I shot him." 

Loover looked at him coldly, for a long 
moment, then swung on his heel and walked 
away, Talley felt his knees turned rubbery for 
a moment as he leaned against the bare wooden 
counter. He lifted his neckerchief to his face 
and wiped it. 

The store clerk came up from behind the 
heavy wooden counter, his cheeks white. He 
said, "I was afeared Herb was a-goin' for his 
six then." 

"So was I. But he didn't." 

"He will. You ride for home. I'll send the 
rest of the things out your Way by wagon." 

"Yeah. Mebbe I will." 

He walked out of the store, conscious of the 
Colt bobbing on his right thigh, a heavy 
weight shifting as he strode. Instantly, as the 
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hot sunlight touched his cheeks, he knew he 
was marked for death. Herb Loover was across 
the street, by the hitch-rail. He was lounging 
there carelessly — too carelessly. Twenty feet 
the other side of him was Draw Deegan. stand- 
ing motionless under the wooden overhang of 
the blacksmith's shop. The two fastest gun- 
men in the Rim country, looking at him with 
their cold, merciless eyes. He was in the way 
of the Crosspatch bunch. He would be stamped 
out. Here. Now. Today. 

Talley walked at an angle across the street. 
He had no chance, but he would not run. If 
he could get where he wanted — 

"Talley!" 

The word struck him like a whiplash. He 
jerked his head around and looked at Draw 
Deegan, but he kept walking across the dusty 
street. 

Deegan snarled, "Stand still, Talley! I'm 
talkin' to yuh!" 

Talley quartered still more across the street 
until he was less than ten feet from the hitch- 
rail. Now he stopped and faced Deegan. He 
licked his lips and ran his palms on the rough 
blue wool of his shirt. He said, "I'm still. I'm 
looking for no trouble with the Crosspatch." 

"Too late for that, Talley. When one of my 
boys goes down, I find out why." 

"He was running a straight iron." 

"We didn't see a straight iron," Deegan said 
coldly. 

Talley shrugged. He wondered idly if he 
would gain anything by starting this. Here 
and there a face peered from a window, or 
from around the corner of a building, at the 
three men. They were frightened faces, all 
of them, knowing Draw Deegan's ruthlessness 
and kill-hunger. 

Deegan spoke to his big foreman. "Herb, I 
don't hold with murder. The sheriff's out of 
town. If we wait for him, this sidewinder may 
get away." 

Herb chuckled coldly, "I'll back yore play, 
boss." 

Deegan shifted his feet, about to change his 
position. 

Talley went for his gun. He lifted it and 
whirled, throwing himself face down in the 
dust of the street. He heard guns belch 
thunder, heard a man grunt heavily, heard the 
dull thud of a falling body. 

Herb Loover was lying in the dusty street, 
unmoving. A smoking gun was close to his 
motionless right hand. 

"Blast yuh, Talley!" gritted a voice. 

Ken Talley whirled. He could see Draw 
Deegan backing away, one hand clamped over 
his bleeding shoulder. Deegan was white with 
pain and rage. He cursed and swore at Talley 
as he backed away. 

Deegan rasped, "I'll be back. I'll skin yuh 
and nail yore hide to a bar-room wall, Talley! 
.That was a. low-down trick — " 



Talley laughed and got to his knees. He had 
deliberately stationed himself between Dee- 
gan and Loover. directly in their line of fire. 
He had no chance against them. They were so 
fast they could shoot him down before he 
could touch his own gun. But he had counted 
on that speed, on that instinctive draw-and- 
shoot motion that was the mark of the true 
punslick. Deegan had gone for his gun and 
Bred, all in one movement. So had Loover. 
Only — he, Talley, had fallen flat on his face 
— and Deegan had put a .45 calibre Colt 
bullet in Loover's heart, killing him instantly. 
Loover had hit Deegan in the shoulder. 

Talley said, "Now it's your turn, Deegan. 
Stand still!" 

Deegan froze. He looked carefully at the 
hard-faced Talley. He tried a laugh, saying, 
"It was Loover's fault, Talley. He was hot for 
gunplay. I figured mebbe Kimmel was run- 
ning his own brand — " 

"Button that lip, Deegan. It won't work. 
We're all wise to you. in the Rim country. 
Only trouble has always been, you were too 
strong for us. Now mebbe the odds are even." 

Talley lifted his Colt snd trained it on Dee- 
gan's chest. The blood receded from the gun- 
slick's face. Deegan shouted hoarsely, "Talley! 
Man, yuh wouldn't shoot me in cold blood?" 
, People were coming from the houses and 
the saloons and the stores, now. A man shouted 
encouragement to the KT man. Several women 
shouted advice. Deegan caught the sullen fury 
and. resentment in their voices. 

Talley said, "You got a gun. Lift it! When 
we can't miss, we'll shoot. You'll kill met I'll 
kill you! Well — what's the matter? You 
wanted to kill me. You got the chance. Only 
thing is, now — I'll take you with me," 

"No. No!" 

Deegan threw down his gun. There was 
fright in his face, and in his protruding eyes. 
He shouted, "I won't do it. I — " 

The people surged around him. Talley 
pushed them back. He laughed. "I always did 
think you gunslicks had no more craw than a 
jackrabbit! Let's go into the sheriff's office, 
Deegan, I'm going to write something on a 
paper, and you're goin' to sign it." 

Deegan nodded. His chin fell forward on 
his chest as he moved through the people and 
the hot sunlight toward the cool sheriff's of* 
fice. Looking at him, Talley felt a twinge of 
sympathy. Deegan was a broken man. He 
would be dangerous no longer. Someone had 
looked him in the eye and called his bluff. 

Talley sighed as he watched Deegan walk 
ahead of him. He lifted his head and drew 
warm, good air deep into his lungs. It wasn't 
always the man with the fastest gun-hand who 
won the fight. Sometimes a man could win 
who could just hold a gun and look death 
straight in the eye — and challenge him I 
— THE END — 
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That NtGHT-sT£\>e bra*d, 

NOW THC DURANCO WO. 

rathols THE HEIGHTS 

above apache creek 
vallev, ov the lookout 
pop dirty work. 



But suddenlv-a stranoEAnd 

UNNATURAL THufJDER FILLS THE 
VALLEY AND SENDS ITS ECHOING 
ROAR UP THE SLOPES. 
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*ThE PURANGO KIP BEATS MCfe. 

TO THE BULLET PUNCH BECAUSE 

AN EXPERT AT FANNING. TIME \S U_ 
WHEN VOL) PULL THE TRIGGER OF A SIX 
GUN BECAUSE THE TRIGGER MUST LEVER 
BACK THE HAMMER — TO COCK IT— AMP 
TMEN THE HAMMER MUST RELEASE ANP 
SNAP POWN . BUT THE PURANGO KIP 
"FANS" HIS GUN( AS SHOWN HERE) — 
HITTING THE HAMMER WITH HIS FREE 
HANP, CAUSING THE WEAPON TO SHOOT 
INSTANTLY. 
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at your 
favorite 
newsstand! 



If you like THE DURANGO KID, watch for him at your local 
theatres! Three of his latest motion pictures are: Lightning Guns 
— Streets of Ghost Town — Across the Badlands! Don't miss them! 



